" Orion " Home             in

which I possess (I believe that Mr. Buxton Forman
possesses a great deal more), to see whether I can
find anything unpublished which is good enough
to offer to the readers of this volume. The fol-
lowing impromptu is at least brief ; it was composed
when the poet was in his seventy-eighth year :

THE SPRING-TIDE OF THE 24RDS

Ah, where u the Spring-tide of Poets of old,

When Chaucer lov*d April and all her sweet showers?

When Spenser}s knights felt not their armour strike cold,

TM lost in wet forests or dreaming in bowers ?
,    'Tis afar other planet to us in this season,

And Nature must own we complain with some reason !

For north winds, and east winds, and yellow-fac'dfogs,
And thunders and lightnings that scare buds and shoots.

May cheer the hoarse chorus of cold-blooded frogs,
But Man craves lifi s future, and fears for Its fruits.

Then come again, Sfring, like the dear songs of old,

W'here the crocus smiled daily in sunlight an-d gold.

Home's cheerfulness was a very pleasant feature
in his character. Life had treated him scurvily,
love had missed him, fame had come down and
crowned him, and then had rudely snatched the
laurel away. If ever a man might have been
excused for sourness, it was Home. But he was
a gallant little old man, and if it was impossible
not to smile at him, it was still less possible not
to recognise his courage and his spirit Curiously
enough, Elizabeth Barrett, who carried on so close